i8?i]	CWMPELVED   GREEN	135
old Mr. Thomas the Vicar of Disserth used to preach as they were
described to him by the Venables. He would get up in the' pulpit
without an idea about what he was going to say, and would begin
thus. 'Ha, yes, here we are. And it is a fine day. I congratulate you
on the fine day, and glad to see so many of you here. Yes indeed.
Ha, yes, very well. Now then I shall take for my text so and so.
Yes. Let me see. You are all sinners and so am 1. Yes indeed.'
Sometimes he would preach about 'Mi. Noe'. 'Mr. Noe, he did go
on with the ark, thump, thump, thump. And the wicked
fellows did come and say to him "Now, Mr. Noe, don't go
on there, thump, thump, thump, come and have a pint of ale at tie
Red Lion. There is capital ale at the Red Lion, Mr. Noe/' For Mr.
Noe was situated just as we are here, there was the Red Lion close
by the ark, just round the corner. Yes indeed. But Mr. Noe he
would not hearken to them, and he went on thump, thump, thump.
Then another idle fellow would say, "Come Mr. Noe — the hounds
are running capital, yes indeed. Don't go on there thump, thump,
thump." But Mr. Noe he did never heed them, he just went on
with his ark, thump, thump, thump/
Miss E. Hutchinson had sent to Whitney for me to keep for my
very own a relic very precious to me, a little poem of her aunt
Dorothy Wordsworth in her own handwriting.
Tuesday, iBJuly
I went to Wern Vawr. The sun burnt fiercely as I climbed the
hills but a little breeze crept about the hill tops. Some barbarian —
a dissenter no doubt — probably a Baptist, has cut down the beauti-
ful silver birches on the Little Mountain near Cefh y Fedwas.
Wednesday, 19 July
After morning school I went to Cae Mawr and Mrs. Morrell
told me about the picnic at the Nydd yesterday. At luncheon Mr,
de Winton the host said to one of his guests, Lknthomas, 'Thomas,
you'll be sick*. 'Why?' 'Because you eat so much/ When the tipsy
cake came round Lknthomas said viciously, 'We call this tipsy
squire.' 'That'll do for you then,' retorted the host. 'No,' said the
guest meaningly, 'I never get drunk." These were some of the
amenities.
Saturday, 22 July
I went up to Cross Foot, turned down the farm lane to the huge

